THE   CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS

who had guessed that he would do so, darted
suddenly from the thicket, and leaped astride of his
back.

Yes, there he sat, on the back of the winged horse!

But what a bound did Pegasus make, when, for the
first time, he felt the weight of a mortal man upon his
loins! A bound indeed! Before he had time to draw
a breath, Bellerophon found himself five hundred feet
aloft, and still shooting upward, while the winged
horse snorted and trembled with terror and anger.
Upward he went, up, up, up, until he plunged into the
cold misty bosom of a cloud, at which, only a little
while before, Bellerophon had been gazing, and
fancying it a very pleasant spot. Then again, out of the
heart of the cloud, Pegasus shot down like a thunder-
bolt, as if he meant to dash both himself and his rider
headlong against a rock. Then he went through about
a thousand of the widest caprioles that had ever been
performed either by a bird or a horse.

I cannot tell you half that he did. He skimmed
straight forward, and sideways, and backward. He
reared himself erect, with his fore-legs on a wreath of
mist, and his hind-legs on nothing at all. He flung out
his heels behind, and put down his head between his
legs, with his wings pointing right upward. At about
two miles' height above the earth, he turned a somer-
sault, so that Bellerophon's heels were where his
head should have been, and he seemed to look down
into the sky, instead of up. He twisted his head about,
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